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night; but it was Nostromo, who was already pushing
against a pile with one of the heavy sweeps. Decoud
did not move; the effect was that of being launched into
space. After a splash or two there was not a sound but
the thud of Nostromo's feet leaping about the boat.
He hoisted the big sail; a breath of wind fanned
Decoud's cheek. Everything had vanished but the light
of the lantern Captain Mitchell had hoisted upon the
post at the end of the jetty to guide Nostroino out of
the harbour.

The two men, unable to see each other, kept silent till
the lighter, slipping before the fitful breeze, passed out
between almost invisible headlands into the still deeper
darkness of the gulf. For a time the lantern on the
jetty shone after them. The wind failed, then fanned
up again, but so faintly that the big, half-decked boat
slipped along with no more noise than if she had been
suspended in the air.

"We are out in the gulf now," said the calm voice of
Nostromo. A moment after he added, " Senor Mitchell
has lowered the light."

"Yes/* said Decoud; "nobody can find us now."

A great recrudescence of obscurity embraced the
boat. The sea in the gulf was as black as the clouds
above. Nostromo, after striking a couple of matches
to get a glimpse of the boat-compass he had with
him in the lighter, steered by the feel of the wind on his
cheek.

It was a new experience for Decoud, this mysterious-
ness of the great waters spread out strangely smooth, as
if their restlessness had been crushed by the weight of
that dense night. The Placido was sleeping profoundly
under its black poncho.

The main thing now for success was to get away from
the coast and gain the middle of the gulf before-day